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ARGUMENT. 


MEDONTES, or, Calimadontes, King of 
Epirus, one of the moſt barbarous tyrants upon 
record, conceived a violent affeQion for Selene, 
a beautiful Princeſs, daughter to Aglaurus, King 
of Argos, and aſked her in marriage, The 
Princeſs, being ſecretly engaged to Afſaces, a 
Prince who lived incog. at the court of Medontes, 
rejected the tyrant's addreſſes with diſdain, but 
his extraordinary power influencing the mind of 
her father, ſhe was ſent to Epirus—mean time 
Medontes diſcovering the correſpondence of the 


twa lovers, put them both to death, cauſing 


them to expire amidſt the moſt excruciating tor 
tures in a dungeon, commonly called The Tem 
ple of Cruelty.— Upon which Aglaurus raiſed an 
army, and invaded Epirus, and put the bloody 
tyrant to the ſword. Upon this hiſtorical fact, 
the following opera is grounded, with ſome 
epiſodical alterations. 


DRAMATIs PERSON. 


Medontes, King of Epirus, in 
love with Selene, Signor Scovelli, 


Selene, Daughter of Aglaurus, 
King of Argos, in love with | f 
Arſaces, Signora Morigi. 


Arſaces, a Prince of Dodone, 
Commander in Chief to the 
Army of Epirus, Signor Pacchlerotti. 


Zelinda, 2 Princeſs of Larixa, me 
friend to Medontes, Signora Gherardi. 


Evander, a Grandee of Epirus, 
and Captain of the Royal 
Guards. Signor Bartolini. 


Taletes, à Lord of the King- 
dom of Argos, _ Signor Schinotti. 


(4 ) 

A T FW I, 
8 c E N A I: 
e d Cuardis iheminace . 
Evandro ed Arſace. 


"Alcuni dei reali cuſtodi fanno guardia ſug? ingreff, 
mentye le regie guardie ſtanno dormendo adagiate 
in varie ſituazioni. 


AOME, O Signor! Alto ſilenzio intorno 
Tutta ingombra la reggia; in cielo 
appena 
W P alba, e tu gl incerti paſſi 
Gia movendo ten vai ſolo, penſoſo 
Immerſo nel dolor? 
Arſ. Laſciami in preda 
Alle ſmanie crudeli, al pianto amaro, 
Fra cui Panima oppreſla, anela e geme; 
Pur troppo, amico, oh Djo, non v' pin ſpeme! 
Evan. Ah non racer, dimmi che th. Deponi 
DelP amistade in ſeno | 
Gli aſcoſi mah tuoi. | 
[Fa ſegno alle Guardie reali che fi ritirino. 
Arſ. Tv non ignori | 
Che al nuovo di s'attende 
Del noſtro Re la ſpoſa, 
L' adorabil Selene. 


Evan. 


a 1 


e I. 
The Guard-Room illuminated. 


Evander and Arſaces. 


A party of the royal guards are poſted at the gates, 
and others lay in various poſitions. 


Evan. OW comes it, my Lord, that you wan- 


der thus . and ſunk in 
griet, while Glence reigns all over the palace, 
and Aurora ſcarcely appears. 

Arſ. Ah, my friend! Leave me to my deſperate 
fate; my ſoul is ſo oppreſt There is no hope 

—'Tis all over with me. 

Evan. But tell me all; conceal nothing from 
me. Pour in thy friend's boſom all thy ſecret 
woes. [ Bids the royal guards to retire. 

Arſ. Thou art not ignorant that the adcrable 


Selene, our Monarch's bride, is expected here 
to-morrow. 


Evan. I know it. 


Arl. 


Fi 

Arſ. Thou know'ſt alſo that ſhe is daughter to 
the King of Argos, and that the royal mar- 
riage is to be celebrated in Epirus, amidſt 
ſuch feitive pomp—Know then (Oh racking 
thought!) that the lovely Selene, whom my 
Sovereign is to wed, is my ſoul's delight. 

Evan. Now I ſee whence proceeds thy grief; 
but let thy virtue curb that torment. 

Arſ. Could I ſee her without expiring? No, it 
ſhall not be. Let Medontes know— 

Evan. Don't you foreſee, my Prince, to what 
danger you expole yourſelf and Selene? Shew 


not uch a griev'd countenance z refrain your 
tears. 


 - The man that ſubmits his ſenſes to reaſon, 
and conquers an unruly paſſion, deſerves a 
zobler palm i ban the warrior who daunt- 


5.6 0 . 
ſs faces legions of foes Exit 


[Day light appears by degrees. 


& G6 8-2 II. 


| Arſaces, then Zelinda. 


Ars. What ſhall I do? Unhappy me! My poor 
heart is fo rack'd with cruel pangs, and horrid 


thoughts. Who comes there? Zelinda! What 
can ſhe want ? 


Zel. 


3% OP 


Evan, Il fo. Arſ. Tie E noto 


Che del Re d' Argo è figlia, e che in Epiro 


Tra le feſtoſe pompe 
Il reale Imeneo 
Celebrar ſi dovra, Sappi—Oh tormento! 
Che P amabil Selene, 
La ſpoſa del mio Rè —Sappi— il mio wry 
Evan. Veggio il tuo duol; ma la virtd raffreni 
veſt' acerbo martire. 
Arſ. E vederla potrei ſenza morire ? 
Ah non fia ver. Sappia Medonte— 
Evan. Oh Dio! 
E non rifletti, o Prence, K 
A qual periglio eſponi 
E te ſteſſo, e Selene? -4 
Non ti turbar cotanto, 
Aſcondi il tuo dolor, cela quel pianto. 


Cinge d' allori il crine 
Chi ſcende in campo armato, 
Chi a cento ſquadre a lato 
Impallidir non ſa. 

Ma piu bel ſerio ha in fronte 
Chi alla ragicn ſoggetto 
Di ſconfigliato affetto 


Trionfator ſi fa. Parte. 
LA poco @ poco ſuccede FJ, * 


8 CI: oy A II. 
fil indi Zelinda. 


Aiſ. Miſero, che fard? Fra tante e tante 
Barbare angoſce, e ſpaventoſe idee 


Falpita il cor. Chi giunge mai? Zelinda! 
Zel. 


Numi che mai vorra ? 


„ 
Zel. Prence, che fai? 
Ognun corre feſtoſo 
Ad incontrax Selene. Il Re Medonte 
Cinto dai fuoi pid fidi 
Di gioia eſulta, e affretta 
Co” dolci voti il fortunato iſtante 
Di ſua felicita. Manca al ſuo fian co 
Il ſolo Arſace. lo ſteſſa 
Seco a gioir m' invio. 
Arſ. Principeſſa, verrò (Che dir poſs'io ?) 
Zel. Più non tardar, 
Arſ. Ti ſieguo. (Oh Dio!) | 
Zel.Che qreenne? Impallidiſci, oppur m' inganno? 
Involontario pianto 
T' irriga il volto, Tremi ? Oh ciel che fia? 
Dimmi, ah Dimmi, che fü! 
Arſ. Dirò che avvolto 
In mille angoſce, e da' miei mali oppreſſo 
Odio Paure che ſpiro, odio me ſteſſo. { Parte. 


SCE N A III. 
Zelinda ſola. 


S] lagrimoſa Arſace? Arſace geme ? 
Arſace è diſperato, e in mezzo al duolo 
Sol cerca di morir ? Ah ſi, pur troppo 
Ha il faſto, e la grandezza 1 1 mali ſuoi, 
E han le proprie ſciagure anche gli Eroi. 

Non ji pud dir felice 

Sempre 255 in alto ſiede, 

Felice è chi paſſiede 

La pace del ſuo cor. 

Contro di & gran bene 

Son tante le grandezze 

Che ſe talun Þ ottiene _ 

Z' un umile paſtor. [Parte. 


SCENA 


rte. 
A 


689 


Zel. Prince, what keeps you here, whilſt every 
one chearfully runs to meet Selene? Medontes, 
ſurrounded with his faithful friends, enjoys the 
compleateſt happineſs, and anticipates the 
fortunate inſtant of his bliſs, He only wants 
Arſaces. I'll inſtantly away to ſhare his joy. 

Arſ. Princeſs, I'll away—(What can ! ſay 79 

Zel. Brook all delays. 

Arſ. I'll follow you. (I am ready to expire.) 

Zel. How is all this! Doſt thou turn pale, or 
am I miſtaken? Involuntary tears bathe thy 
face. Oh Heavens! Thou ſhakeſt Oh, tell 

me what has happened. 

Zel. All I can tell you is, that being fo oppreſk 
with "innumerable woes, I abhor the air I 
breathe; I hate my own exiſtence, © - [Ex. 


s EN E m. 
Zelinda ſola: 


How comes Arſaces to be ſo griev'd? In his 
deſpair he ſeems to wiſh for nought but death. 


Monarchs and heroes are not free from human 


misfortunes and woes. 


Thoſe alone that enjoy their peace of mind 
can truly be called happy. The humble 
ſhepherd is far more content than be 
that's arrived at the height of grandeur. 

[ Exit. 
B SCENE 
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4 bes ca hoes, Filled with people to celebrate Se. 
. r. 1 


While an Nea. march is 2 Medorues 
aduances,, preceded by ' the reyal guards, ' with 
Evander and Zelinda. Then Selene, with Ja- 
. tetes, preceded; by the ſoldiers of Epirus, in 
carry their colours flyiug. Medontes and Evander 
go to meet them. As ſeon es Selene appears in 
- the Square, _Medontes kindly receives. her. Ar- 
\ ſaces appears afterwards. with d dejefed. coun- 

tenance, and keeps at a diftance- Evander comes 
up Io him, and they ſeem to converſe together. 


Med. Behold, my love, this is the kingdom thou 

art to reign over. All theſe people whoſe _ 
demonſtra the tel | he thy faith- 
ful fabje@ts.* ST ** n er 

Sel. My Lord, my amazed ſoul cannot find terms 
to expreſs my ſenſe of gratitude—But my 
ſilence, and the ' feeliggs' M a grateful heart, 
will tell thee more than my lips can at preſent 
utter. 

Arſ. (What torment racks * foul at, the ſighe 
of her charms!)) 

Sel. (J look: all around, yet I cannot ot ſee my love. 
| am ready to expire. 

Arſ. (Chear up, my heart.) 

Evan. (For Heaven's ſake, refrain thy gtief.) 

Tal. (My ſuſpicions encreaſe as my we Selene 
cy 2 | 

Med. 


( 0 1 Y 
_ 1 * N ry Iv: 
Pai piazzs bine 4 225 per it fe Rive bir 


Selene. 


Al ſuono FI 5 Arie nel, date reali 
guardie N innollra Medonte, con Evandro, e Ze- 
Jinde. Dopo Selene accompagnata da Talete e 
preceduta pure dalle 1 di Epiro, colle ban- 
diere ſpiegate; Medonte, Evundro, e Zelinda le 
vanno incontro. Appena Selene f avvanzata- 
ſulla piazza, Medonte doltemente' Vuccoplie. Ar- 
face appariſce in ſeguito con aſpemo affannoſo, e- 
reſta alquanto indietro. \ Evandro gli va rde 
e moſtrano ai Th N a = 


Med. Queſts che vodl, 0 ſpoſa, 
E il regno tuo. Quanti che intorno mit 
Ebri di gioia, e di Plaeery” ſon qt 
Fidi vaſſalli tuo. 

Sel. Signor, Palma ſorpreſa 
Dalla clemenza tua medita in vane 
Senſi degni di te. Ma ſe non treo 
Confuſo il labbro, 1 timoroſi affetti, 

Che il grato cor ti cela, 
Pit del mio labbro il mio tacer ti fvela. 

Arſ. (In faccia a ſuoi bei rai 
Creſce Vaſpro martoro.) | 

Sel. (Ah fra tanti non veggo il mio  reſoro 
Jo mi ſento morir.) 

Arſe. (Coſtanza, o core!) 

Ev. (Modera per pietade il tuo dolore.) - 

Tal. (Pit Selene fi turba, e pm s accreſce 
wh mio ſoſpetto.) 

Med. 


£©@* 


B 2 


0 12200 
Med. Il fido Arſace, amici, 
Non giunge? Owe? Perchè vaſ@nde ? 
Sel. (Oh dio?) [Guardands anſi Mee 50 
Arſ. (Qxal cimento fatal!) 
Med. Vieni, dividi * [Pedende 2 a." 
Meco la gioia mia, Guarda, e gecidi 
S'e felice il tuo Re. Più non ſi tardi \ N k 
Precedimi alla Reggia e tin Zelinda, 0 


Vanne ſũ paſſi ſuoi. d Ne 
Zul. Pronta, O * vols © nt} win 6 * 
Hicenno eſegui se. 
Arſ.. (Stelle ſpietate, \ SUB 
A che mai mi ſerbaſte?) n d AN 


Sel. (Ei ſmania, e geme: * e e 
Ah mi vedeſſe il cor!) bak 
Add. Cara, tu ſembri „% dune 
Penſicroſa, e dolente. In un iſtante 
Che ti affanna coli? Deh non claro O Jar 
A chi ti adora. o# onger .. 
Sel. - E di ſoverchia gioia 43 
Un' effetto, o ſiguor. No, non temere, TE 
Cid che ſembra dolor ſpeſſo e e-placere,” 
. (Donna infedel 1) Ip a 
Med. Dunque la regia pompa 14492 
DelP lmeneo &affretti. no 
Arſ. AlPara innante 20 
Corri, ah corri, o ſignor. Lieto ſecond 
I dolci voti e Linquieta ne et ni) e. 
D'una ſpoſa che Vama, e che reſpira 
Solo per te, Vanne, ed annoda oma: 
La ſoave catena n 0 
Che amor ti porge. (Oh rimembranza, oh penal) 
Sel. (Qanto è ingiuſto il mio ben!) 
Med. Che penſi, Oh dio! _ | 
Ah che temer mi fai— 47, Tu ti — 1 1 


Arf 


Med. Where is my-faithfulk:Arfaces? Why does 
not he come? Jou, my friends, ſee Wert he 
is. 


Sel. (Ye gods!) [ nxion/y uli clan. 


* (What fatal trial) 

ed. Come; my friend, and 8 my p joe. 

[Seeing Arf. coming] Set —Am not I the Cook 

fortunate of men? Away to the palace with- 

out further O'S, Zelinda attend Y bride 

. thither 

Zel. 1 Udo) my Lord: \ 

A. (Oh. cruel- = what was Lbacn to ſuffer l) 

Sell. My poor Arſaces frets—if he could but 
. read in my-heart! 

Med: How ſortowful thou appeareſt, my love! 
What can grieve thee ſo ſuddenly ? Conceal 
nothing from him who fondly. doau on 
thee! i 

Sel. Tis the effect of exceſſive joy, my 
Lord; refrain your fears; what ſeems grief 1 is 
often pleaſure. 

Arſ. (Oh, faithleſs woman!) 

Med. III inſtantly order the royal pomp of 
our Hymen. 1 

450 Haſte away, my 7 run to N altar; 
quickly gratify the wiſhes of the fair Prin- 
ceſs Who doats on thee, and lives tor thee 
alone; go then. (Qh cruel remembyance?). 

Sel. Ho uneaſy is my love l. 

Med. What think'ſt Won! fie thou makſt 

me dread— | | 


I 


2 


C14) 


Thou art ſa confuſed oo 
Why ſo mere 91 306 


Arſ. Speak! 


5 


Med: Anſwer ! (ebe 
Cel. Love vhs x me e doe when near: my e 


# 1 


I Flow N . 


r 
A i 
was « 54 5 7 


My. bus: l 8 ap 115 = 0 5 
but pleaſing are the pains that ſo grieve my 


e - The Gods know how conſtant I any 
© EB ever be faltbfil'to * T' adore, 


TEST & « 


be wh 


rien 10 539: S113 21! 
— Evunder, "Ul i, 


( Lune 12281 4 


4 . 3% 


Med... Ob, my Evander, ber- weite Selehe “ 


fadneſs? When 1 hope to ſhate the” royal 


bed, and "throne with her, I ſee” her ſighing 


and doltful. =: tell me, does the love 
any body elſe 


Speak, remove” my doubts 
if thou can'ſt. f | Exit. | 


Eves. What can n my Lords Your” 


royal bride is“ fearcely arrived 
how can I know her ſecrets? 


in Epirus; 3 


Med. Were J ever deceived- in my affections, 


I would ſpill a torrent of blood; and would 
call forth all the furics of Hell to avenge 
an injur d King. 


0 8 SCENE 


Cc us 0 


Med. Perche taci co? A. Part. Med. Riſpondi; 
Sel. Preſſo all” amato bene 


Muta mi rende amor (queſte ſon pave.) 


karo ben vicing 
T/ alma languire io ſento, 
Ma dolce ? quel torments © 
Che ſoſpirar mi fa. 

Se ſono amante, e fida, 

Le ſanno amor, gli dei; 

Ab no, che non ſaprei 
Mancar di fedeltd. 


SCENA | "OF 


Aim, 3 ce cu 


Med. E che ö dire, Evandro, 
La meſtizia in Selene? Allor che fpers 
Lieto divider ſeco 
Il talamo, ed il trono, Oh Dio! La miro 
Soſpiroſa, e languente. Ah dimmi, in lei 
Sai che viva altro amor? Parla, dilegus 
I miei dubbi, ſe puoi, 

Evan. Signor, che dir poſs'io? La regia ſpoſa 
Giunſe appena in Epiro, e vuoi che à parte 
Sia degli arcani ſuoi? 


Med. Se mai deluſi 


Foſſer gli affetti miei, 
Un tortente di ſangue 
Vendicherà di mille furie a lato 


Vn amante tradito, un Re ſdegnato. 


Sor 


{ 26 ) 


Sun guerriero e ſon amante. ' i 

1 n Gn 2 
E a pace del mis core 
Da quei rai "dipenderd. 


La ragione ch" id mn adiro N. 

Che di ſlegno I cor n 50 
Di colei per cui ſoſpiro 
Fu! 3 N 4d 00) Pate, 


Ly f 0 %% 
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s & I * A V 


Talete, nd 8 


Tal. Ah ſe i di lui ſeſpetti 
Lida — iN 
Ad oltraggiar Selene, 

Non trovera I indegno _ | 
Parte c@8iſublime,.'o si profonda” 
Che all' ira mia, che al mio furor * aſconda 

Arſ. Dimmi, Talete, è vero 
Che di geloſe cure ingombro ha on core 
L' invaghito Medonte ? — 

Tal. E ver, Turbata _- _ | = 10 | 
Serba del cor la pace, | | 
E la cagion puo ben ſaperla Arſace, 

Arſ. Come! Che dir vorreſti ?  _ 

Tel, Una volta Selene 
Era pure iE) tuo bene ? 

Arſ. Negli anni miei pid verdi, io lo confelſo 
Un innocente ardor per lei m' acceſe. 

Tal. Quell“ amoroſo ardore 
Ch' altrui ſcaldò la prima volta il ſene 
Mai non s' eſtingue appieno. 


45 


III SIN nn 


C 


J am in love, but I am a warrior too, and 
1 ſhall certainly avenge my wrongs. 


_ (Exit, 


7 


S n .., 


Taletes, then Arſuces. 


ral. Should the jealouſy of Medontes carry him 
to offer Selene an affront, no part on earth 
ſhall ſave him from my vengeance. 

Arſ. Oh, ſay, my Taletes, is it true that Me- 
dontes continues to be ſuſpicious— 

Tal. *Tis but too true; he is unealy in his 
mind, and Arſaces may eaſily gueſs the cauſe 
of it, _— 

Arſ. What mean'ſt thou? 

Tal. On account of your former love for 
Selene. | 

Arſ. In my younger days, I mult needs own, 

I much admir'd the fair Princeſs. * 6 

Tal. We can never entirely forget the firſt 
love that warm'd our breaſts. 


018) 


Ar. Thou art in an error, for when that 
love is not reciprocal, a prudent man ſhould 
deſiſt from his ſuit, 


Neteſſity makes the warrior ſleep in arms; 
_ . the pilot chearſul plows the deep; het death 
cannot afſright. - ii. 


e rein. 
Taletes ſolus. 


I cannot give credit to what he ſays; for love is 
ſo treacherous—we all think we can govern 
him without endangering ourſelves, but we 
fall into his ſnares when we leaſt ex pect it. 


What torments rack my foul ! ſuch gloom has 
ove caſt my mind, ſomething lite furies 
haunt me every where. I Ext. 


9 


S G EN E VII 


Selene, then Arſaces. 


Sel. At laſt I may here enjoy ſome liberty. |! 
may drown in tears that hateful chain with 


DR WO ET Oo, 


C y- 1 
at A. T' inganni, quando Feſca 


Id Reciproca d' amore 


Nell' altrui cor non regna | 
Allor neceſſità gran cole inſegna. 
Ws Per lei fra armi 
ath | Dorme il guerriero, © 
xi. Per lei fra onde 
Canta it nocchiero, 
Per lei la morte | 
Terror non ba. Parte: 


s O E NA VII. 


Talete ſolo, 


Eppur io non lo credo 
3 E la face d' amore 
3 Un foco infidioſa  _ 
as Sotto il cenere aſcoſo. A ſuo talento 
. Sembra talor che poſſa 
- Trattarlo ognun, ſenza reſtarne offeſo; 
Ma ſe un' aura lo ſcuote, eccolo acceſo! 


| 


m has One i n Punto, 2. frame, 
furie  Foſco mi ſembra il giorno. 
[Exit Ho cento larve intorno, 5 
* Ho mille. furie in ſen. [Parte: 


S CEN A VIII. 


Selene, e poi lac. 


Sel. In libertade alfine 

Reſpirar qui poſs* io. Poſſo att pianto 
Bagnar quel laecio odioſo, a cui mi ſtringe 
Il paterno voler-. 

Arſace! Oh Dei ls fugga, 

Che di ſeco reſtar pid non mi lice. 

Vadaſi, Ar ſ. Ah, non fuggir da un infelice: 


erty. | 
in with 


( 20 ) 


So ben che tu non puoi 
D un amante tradito 
L' aſpetto ſoſtener. $27, Ah tu non ſai 
val funeſto dover a te mi toglie. 
Arſ. E qual dover? 
Sel. Quello di figlia. Arſ. Ah taci. 
Sel. Oh Dei! Af. So che ti ſenti 
Da' tuoi rimorſi in ſen I alma agitata, 
Menzognera, infedel, perfida, ingrata. 
Sel. Tu mi chiami infedel, ma ſe paleſi 
Di queſto cor ti foſſero gli affanni, 
Vedreſti, Arſace, allor quanto t' inganni. 
Va, cediamo al deſtin, da me contento 
Vivi felice, e' tuo dolor conſola, 
Poco avrai da dolerti 
Ch' io ti viva infedele, anima mia 
Gn da queſto momento 
lo comincio a morir—queſto ch* is verſo. 
Forſe & I ultimo pianto—Addio, non dirmi 
Mai pid ch' infida, e che ſpergiura io ſono. 
, Arſ. Perdono, anima bella, oh Dio, perdono, 
Regna, vivi, conſerva 
Intatta la tua gloria, io m- arroſſiſco 
De' miei traſporti, e {on felice "pens 
Se da un labbro s caro 
Tanta virtù, tanta coſtanza imparo. 


Arſ. Cara, con quelle lagrime 
Debole il cor mi fai, 
Deb raſſerena i rai, 
Dona la pace al cor. 
Sel. An che non ſo reſitere, 
If 7 ; ©. :. Troppo è crudel  affanno, _ 
418 El affetti miei non [anno 2 
| aan il medals £17k FP 
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Arſ. Heavens!—Þ'll avoid him.—I cannot ſtay 
with him.—FII away. 

Arſ. Fly not from me, I am alerbady fo 
wretched—I well know you cannot bear the 
ſight of a lighted lover. 

Sel. You do not know what fatal daty parts us 
for ever. / 

Arſ. What duty do you mean? 

Sel. The duty of a daughter. 

Arſ. Oh, be ſilent ! 

Sel. Ye gods! 

Arſ. I well perceive thy ſoul is ſtung with re- 
morſe, faithleſs, ungrateful woman |! 

Sel. Thou calleſt me faithleſs ! If thou did'ſt 
but know how tortured is my ſoul, thou 
would'ſt alter this bitter language. Let's 
ſubmit to Fate's decrees; aſſuage thy grief 
and live happy far from me. Thou ſhalt 


n ſtill be my love, and Plt ne'er give thee any 
. cauſc to upbraid me with inconſtancy. I 
o, een now begin to die theſe are the laſt tears 


I'll ever ſhed—fare thee well; never more ſay 
that I am faithleſs to thee. 

Ar. Oh, great ſoul, forgive my raſhniefs ; 

reign, live happy, and preſerve thy glory. 

. I bluſh at my traniports—l ſhall be complete- 

I happy if I can but follow ſuch examples 

of virtue and fortitude. 


* 


bY 


Arl. My deareſt love, thy tears fink my cou- 
rage; aſſuage thy grief, compoſe thy un- 

8 ea) mind. 
Sel. My lorments are too great to bear, I would, 
but cannot conceal from thee howw tortur- 
ed is my ſoul. 


Arl, 
A. 1. i 


8 


A. 1. PII a io this is my 720 adieu 

A. 2. Ye gods, how cruel is our fate! unfortunate 
love | Ye, tender- hearted fouls. that ſee 
what racking pains we feel, * are we 
not worthy of compaſſion ? | 


END of the FIRST ACT. 


nr, one 
- Khit lee. 


lde hs Taletes; , 


ſuſpicions of my loyalty. and Selene's 
virtue, are unjuſt. 

2. Why then does 10 7 wiſh, for the inſtant of 
her nu} pale and 0 Wi: 

Tal. The thoughs being her native coun- 
try, and hes father—the ſuſpicions of her 
lover may ver likely infuſe the venom of 
grief into her joy. It oftentimes happens that 

love brings on ſorrow at the time we enjoy 

3 the greateſt happineſs. N 


Tal. Phi thou art in 190 9 Thy 


My courage is bn hay J will make 
1 ou tremble as long as 1 have breath. 
(Exit. 


— e IR 


(- 28. ) 


Arſ, Parto. Srl. Ti laſcio, addia. 
A. 2. Numi, che iſtante e queſto, 
e Ab che deſtin funeſts ! 

Che sfortunato amor 

Alme amanti che vedete 

i Queſto core @ ſoſpirar, 
Ab voi ſole dir potete 
Se ſia grave il mio penar. 


Fine dell' Atto Primo. 


2 
' * 
- + . - 


1 


4 1 
| Appartamenti. 
| Zelinda, e Talete. 
Tal. Rincipeſſa, r inganni; e troppo omai 


# 


F Cog ingiuſti ſoſpetti 
S' offende la mia fede, e di Selene 


; S' oltraggia la virtude. 
Zel. Ella il momento 
f Brama delle ſue nozze, e poi ſoſpira ? 
Tal. La patria, il padre, e dello ſpoſo i dubbj 
_ Spargendo van, cred” io, nella ſua gioia 
er L' amarezza del duol, ſovente amore 
of Con un piacer tiranno, 
lat Nelle felicità miſchia V affanno. 
oy Empj, perfin che viva 


Temete il mio furore, 
 Baſtante .e il mio valore WAI 
A farvi paventar. Parte. 
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SC CAA 


Zelinda, poi Medonte, con Guardie, indi Arſace, ed 


Evandro. 


Zel. Forſe m'ingannerꝭ, ma pur mi ſem bra 
Che'l dolor di Selene 
Sia duol d' amor. Med. Vanne 
Zelinda, e imponi 
All *infida Selene (Oh fatal nome !) 
Ch'io qui Yatrendo, 


Zel. Ubbidirò. I Parte. 


Med. (Ma viene l'indegno mio rival. 
Finger conviene.) 
Vieni. Arſace, al mio ſeno, 
Perche a me ti naſcondi®? 
Tu ſoſpiri, e non parli? Ah B, t intendo, 
E. ti leggo nel cor. Fũ quel tuo labbro 
Col clemente tuo Re poco ſincero 


Arſ. Che mai dici, et lo menzogners : > 


Med. (Ah traditor !) 
Evan. (Che fia?) 
Med. Dimmi, non ami? 


Arſ. Amar! Chi mai ? e del oath, 


aſcolto). 

Evan. (Tremo. per lui.) 

Med. No, non cangiarti in volto. 
Celare a me non dei | 
Prence, chi adori. Io ſento 
Degli amanti pieta. 

Arſ. i Spero, o, pavento?) 


Med. Giacchè taci oſtinato, e che m'aſcondi 


Chi ſia dell' alma tua l'amato bene, 
La mia ſpoſa tel dica. Ecco, gia viene. 


che 


SC ENA 


{-(:85 9 


S c E N E H. 


Zelinda, then Medontes, with Guards, afterwards 
Arſaces and Evander. 


Zel. I may be miſtaken ; but methinks that 
Selene's grief proceeds from love. 
Med: Go, my Zelinda, and inform the faithleſs 
3 (al, fatal name!) that I wait for her 
here. | | | 
Zel. Pl obey your commands. [Exit 
Med. But my worthleſs rival comes—I muſt 
diſſemble. Oh, my Arſaces, come and let 
me fold thee in my arms, Why doth thou 
keep away from me? What mean thy ſilent 
fighs? I think I can read in thy heart. Thou 
wert not ſincere mg with the generous 
King. 

Arſ. My Lord, do you mean I was falſe ? 

Med. (Oh the traitor!) Evan. (What can it be?) 

Med. Tell me, art thou not in love? 

Ar. In love! with whom? (ye Gods, what do 
I hear!) 

Evan, (I dread for him.) | 

Med, Don't change colour. Conceal not from 

me the fair one of thy n for 1 have com- 

 Þaſſjon on lovers. 

4% (Muſt I hope or fear?) 

Med. Since thou doſt perſiſt in thy filence, and 

wilt not confeſs to me who is thy ſouP's de- 

light, let my bride tell thee. Here ſhe 


- Comes. 
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S C EN E l. 


4 3 — . } 
$1 4 | Sh, Hate? 1 


Fer Big 


*Arſ. (1 am undone !) Evan. (Oh cruel fate!) 
Ie (I am» diſtracted!) - Come, my Selene, 
and compleat the happineſs of him who doats 
on thee. Sel.” (Arſaces, oh fatal ne 
af (How tortur'd is my foul!) | 
Med. "ns, crown "a faithful heart with 
bliſs; receive from my 1 1 dogg 
— 11> 
Sel. Freſpect my forcing in thee ; thou art 
the huſband whom the mo deſtine me, and 
whom I ought to love. "> | 
Ar. (Oh aſſiſt me ye derte Med. (Falſe wo- 
man !) art thou fiucere ? 9 87. does Arlaces 
ſay? ß 
Set, (What a queſtion!) 474 12 am confuſed. ) 
Evan. (I can't comprehend alt this.) © + 
Med. (They turned pale and are trembling. 
How pleaſing is the ſight ro me) 
Zel. (The ſtorm is goihg: to break out 5 1 
Med. Why don't you tiſe your looks? Do 
vou fear. I ſhould diſapprove of your love? 
1 have been apprized of it long ſince; and 
at laſt T am reſolved to gratify the wiſhes ot 
two tender lovers. The royal pomp is pre- 
par d. Come and receive this git from * 
hands, 
Arſ. (What clemency F Sel. "(Unheard-of kigd- 
neis !) 
Arſ. What thanks muſk I Sel, forgive me 
[fneeling. 
Med. 


( )) 


— f 
is ©. Hu 11 
5 11 1 


8 85 E N' A Wm. - 
| 8 ces Zelinda, e Aeli. enn! 


Arſ. (Ah ſon perduto!) 

Evan, (Oh fatal,caſo!) Med. (Io fremo.)/ 
A conſolar ti affretta, 

O ſelene, chi t'ama. 

Sel. (Al face! oh incontro!) 

Arſ. Oh martire, oh ſpayento! 

Med. Un cor fedele * 
Conſola omai. Riceva © O 
Il deſiato dono 1 
Di queſta man— 

Sel. Signor, in te riſpetto | 
II mio monarca, in te lo ſpoſo io vedo, - 2 
Che mi deſtina il ciel; che amar degg' io. 

Arſ. Soccorſo, o giuſti dei! 

Med. (Donna mendace!) 

E ſincero il tuo cor? Che dice Arlace ? 

Sel, (Qual richieſta ?) (A,. lo mi perdo.) 

Evan. (lo nulla intendo. 

Med. (Son pallidi.e tremanti. Oh qual ſoave 
Spettacolo per me!) Sel. (Vicino N omai 
11 fulmine a ſcoppiar.) Med. Perchele luci 
Non oſate innalzar ? Ch' io diſapprovi | 
Temete i voſtri affetti? Ah no. Son wa 
A me noti abbaſtanza, e voglio adeſſo 
Di due teneri amanti . 
Coronar il deſio. La regia pompa 
Diſpoſta è gia. Venice e di mia mano 
Ricevete tranquilli un $1 bel dono. 

oo (Oh clemenza !) © 1 

60 bonca!)' 4% Grazia - 
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(6) 
Sel. Perdono— [& inginocchians. 
Med. Sorgete pur eatrambi—EdJmenco 

Lieto con 1 fi moſtri. Io ſteſſo voglio 

Annodar si bei lacci— 

Contenti alfin ſarete— 

Mi perdo, e mi confondo. KN AGM 
Mille cure mordaci | e N 4 
Aſediano il mio cor Ahi, ch' io pavento f 
Di non poter dar freno 
Al geloſo furor che ſerbo in ſeno. 

Fedele a chi © adora 
Porgi la deſtra, el core,. 
Conſoli um dolce amore, 
S2 bella fedelld. 
Che ſmania, ob Dio! Che Hanno! 
Che barbaro tormento ! 
Ab nel laſciarla io ſento, 1 
Sento che . il cor. Parte. 


ee e. 
Arnſace, Selene, e 2 , 1 


Sel. Un cosi lieto evento 
Chi preveder potea? 
Arſ. Dunque ſenza timot pole fo chiamarti 
La mia ſpofa, il mio ben? 

Sel. . Dundyg ogni pen. 
Ogni, tema & ſvanita? . "tſe I 8 ippena: 
2 (Fia e il lor piacer.) 
-/. Pid non ſi tardi, 1 
* Medqnte dren i all? * MANY , 
Vieni, mia ü F Sel. 8 fortunate iſtante! 
artono colle guardie ce l . 
Zel. Miſeri, 1 piacer voſtro 
Naſcendo avri la tomba, Soy a che Guide 
Vn (conſigliato a amor chi a foi fi fida. * 


14 


\ 


( 29 ) 

Med. Rifſe—May Hymen ever ſcile upon you. 
1 HE will tie theſe happy bands—Lou'll 
njoy the wiſhed-for  blifs at laſt=t am con- 
bod thouſand racking thoughts aſſail my 


heart fear I'll not be able to curb that 
Jealous fury that rages within my breaft. 


Give thy hand and heart to him who ſo fondly 
doats on thee. May kind love crown your 


fidelity with Pers. bleſs. (How great 
is my torment! e part from her, I 
fall lead a wretched ae) [Exit, 


+ 
8 lb IV. 


Abs ele; and Zelinda, 


Sel. Who could pelt fuch a happy turn of for- 
tune? 

Arſ. Now I may call thee my ſweeteſt bride, my 
treaſtre, without any fear ? | 

Sel. Then all our troubles and apprehenfions are 
over. Ar. Tis an event 1 N txpected. 

Zel. (Their happineſs will be ſhort lived.) 

Arſ. Let's loſe no time. Come, my beloved 
bride, let's away with Medontes to the Altar, 
Sel. What a bliſsful inſtant | 

Exeunt with the guards. 

24 Unhappy couple | Lear pre ſent 2 vil 
prove fatal to you. What diſaſters love brings 
us to when we blindly confide in him. 

Thoſe 


( go ) 
. build ther chief hopes on love, muſt 


neuer expett to be happy ; but he who avoids 
the ſnares of the; treacherous bling God, de- 
ſerues an immortal crown, $33 A een 
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A fab wranious T WT with the borrid. image of 

Vengeance, with a burning Altar before it. Se- 
veral Miniſters fland by the image with. a lighted 
ſorcb in one hand, and an axe in the other. 


Selene advances with a pale countenance, and her 
9 hair diſtevelledt. | 


Sel. Where am 1? What ſilent horror How 
gloomy this abode! Whar g FA obj objects do 
I behold around! The chilly air I breathe, 
this mournful preparation, the horrid deity, 
and the bloody altar; the unfeeling miniſters, 
= his dreary filence, all in ſhort forebode 

; approaching milery., My diſtracted ſoul 
5 pects its laſt hour. Why does my beloved 
3 delay ſo long? Where is he? The 
vretches tore thee away from my arms, and 
nothing but my tears and cries could follow 
tbee. Come, my life, haſte away, comfort 
"te boſe exiſtence cannot ſubſiſt, bereft of 
thee. Fer? 


a 5 H 


0⁰ let me drown my ſorrows. in tears % 
© relentleſs Gods !, oben ell "your cruelty 


2 
3 scENE 


Tempio ' Gtterranco” con orrido k mulacro della ven- 
9 con Ara acceſa. V edonſi var j miniſtri gc- 
canto al ſimulacro con fare is in una mano, e vel 


Sel. Dove, ahi dove ſon” io? 
ual tenebre! Qual luogo! E quali oggetti 


Gb per amor nel ſeno 


* 


Dolce ſperanza adu us. 
N on ſperi ſarte alcuna, | 
Non g' avventuri al mar. n 
Mu chi refiſte aliero, ke % 


Chi ſprezza il menzoguero, © 
© Sopra gli affetti appieno 


. + 43 46 


SC E N A hank 


E degno d ger. bes. 


altra una re lente cure. 
Se ene viene Pallida, e coi e FE 


Tutti funeſti in ogni parte io miro! 
Le gelide ctr io ſpiro Ee | 
Aure di morte, il tetro 
Apparato lugubre, il nume orrendo, 
IL“ ara ſanguigna, i barbari miniſtri 
E il ſilenzio fatal tutto mi parla 
Della miſeria mia. Tutto predice 


All' agghiacciato cor, che ' ora eſtrema 


Giunſe del morir mio. Diletto Arſace, 


Perchè tardi? Ove ſei? Da queſte braccia 15 
Ti ſtrapparon gF indegni, e fol col piante, 


Co' diſperati grid: 


"% ſeguitai. Deh per pietà, mia vita, 
Vieni, t affrerta, „ 0 


Ed il tuo ben, l' anima tui tconſola. 
Verſate in pianto, o lui 
Laffanno del mio cor. 

Di tormentarmi i numi © 


' =, * 
ow Non ſons flanchi ancor. 


SCENA 


Qual mutg de! 


8 5 


_— — — + —— —— ————— 


$ EN A 
Arſact entra furioſo in ſcena, ed i niniſtri precipi 
tofament? Juggone.. 


Arſ. Sei falva, anima wis. seg wi. 
Sel. Oh Dio. by 


Che faceſti, idol mio, tinto di ang 


* 


ue? 
44 Pid non cercar. Ti baſti ſol che ſtretto 
Da cento armati, e dai miniſtri infami 
Qua mi aperſe la iran 7} © 
Queſto cor, queſto braccio, e queſta ade, | 
Andiamo, andiam.. Si cerchi 
Nella fuga lo ſcampo. 5 
$4. Oh ciel, che ſento ! [V Ren * {a af 
Arſ. Ah che di morte è queſto 
Un annunzio fatal. Sel. Mira qual mai 
Funebre pompa tacita fi avanza, 5 
&7 (Gia comincia a mavcar la mia coſtanza.) 
Sel. Ah mi fi gela il cor. A1 Tu manch! 
Sel. Oh Dio! 


Abi qual terrore & l mio! | 
(Sviene fra le braccia. di A.. 
een A 


2 di Breve, e lugubre finfonia 5 auanzs len- 
tamente dal fondo Evandro ſeguito dalle guardie. 


Evan. Di vaſſallo al dover, $ nin den 


Queſt' ufficio crudel— 
Arſ. I“ intendo, amico, XD | 
Prendi, teco io ſarò. [64 porge la Sue 
Sel. Dunque—E deciſo? 1 


Dunque corti a eh. 
Arſ. Si mio teſoto, 


Nov vis pid ſome, 10 ue 


Sd. Ye 
A. This is the warning of my death. 


1 (My courage begins to 


63390 


ie % 2 
8 C E N E VI. Ie 


Enter Arjaces forinſy, ond the dune, burr 


; aWaye ; 


Arſ. Thou art ſafe, my love; follow me. 4 * 
Sel. What haſt thou done, my life, thou art 
cover d with bloodꝰ 


45 Aſk no more about it, Be it ſufficient for 


you to know, that my courage, aſſiſted with 
this ſteel, made me ruſh thro? a —_— of foes, 
and the infamous miniſters, un Let's 
away away, my love, and ſeek our ir ſufety by 

igt. 
gods, what do I hear! 14 drum i is heard. 


draw near. 
rſake me.) 
My heart is chilled. 4% Thou fainteſt 
away. 
0 Ab me! I am ſtruck with terror. 
[ Faints in the arms of 47. 


See what mournful — 
0 


SCENE png 


ly advances with the guards from the bot- 


| the fage, while a ſhort and end meldncholy Im- 
17 is playing. 


_— 


| Evan. Forgive me, my Lord, but being bound 


in duty as a fubjet— - 


Ain. I know what thou eu > my friend, take 


this ſteel, I'll attend thee. ¶ Gives him his ſword. 
Sel. Is it determined thou ſhalr die? 


g _ lt is, my foul, no hope My; I muſt away. . 


Se. 


— he nd ——— 


— — 


<( 44 )) 
Sel. Oh help me, I die! 


Arſ. 1 muſt iſbmit to fite's ſevere decrees. Let 
them ſhed my blood. 


— x ww — 
— — — — 


<ur—_—__ — ——ů— 


Sel. How could 1 live without my deareſt love? 
| | Fil expire with thee; Where can I find poi- 
17 Arſe, Db not thou ſee? edveny Pointing to 
if Fan. and he! Gut Give: me the laſt em- 
"i brace. —Let kiſs that dear Hand, my lovely 
4 NN Af ate ea 
(1 dd vr 3 . I 
l was. Er 
— 
(| 


aal. Hear me, Brander. —. lf aid 
"war unfortunate fond woman. Exit 
"hw. 


"T8 
Fel. Soccorſo, io moro. 
470. Cedere, è forza, o cara, 


Al rigor gel deſtin. Laſcia che ſolo, 
Si ſpar | 


ga il ſangue mio. 
Sl. Viver potrej ſenza Vanima an . 
Ah no, teco veglio . 
* — Dor's un velevo? | Vn ferro 
Arſ. Non vedi ? Oh let, Laren Ess. 
e le guardie. 
Penſa, deh penſa, adefſo 
A porgermi un àmpleſſo, e laſcia almeno 
Ohe ſopra queſta cara mano imprima 
n dolce io, amabil idol 10 > 


Volgimĩ u guardo, 80 a mor m'invios 
Teco reſt 


Þ ti 3 -ahy e foci by arty 
Caro bene; "20, vperd; \ 
E fra Vombre degli amants 
La mia fiamma io porter. 
* ado—Ahime ! Tu * 
un fol momento : 
—— Dio! Del mio ta mento 


a 0 ee no, non ve. | [Parte 


* 0 E N A. Vin. p 
> de e Evandyo. 
Sel. EvandrozEvandrv,” aſcoltami Ti chiede 


Una miſera amante 


E ſoccorſo e Pieta STOUTE Olli er. 
7 - "9212 34:7 51916 I 
{ 2 8 Van. 


( ou 


(ws) 


Tren. Con alma r 
In difeſa d dArſace- | 2 
M'affretterö. Che ſe il deſtin e eue 
Il fin de' giorni ſui © * 4 
Vittima d amiſtà morrò con "we 

Feieara gel mio valore | 
OTST ! " Tutts * prove eſtreme, ey en. 4 
. Combatteremo infleme,, _ © 
| — Jaber 

Net ſuo fatal ine T3 4 7 

To pugnerd col brando, By 

E fugpird tremands © | 

I barbaro furor.” eh, 42 | [Pte 

8 C * „ N A 
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ls BY W.\ 
Selene, indi Arſace. | 
Sel. Ah che di vana ſpemne 
Paſco forſe queſt'alma, e forſe oh Dio oy 
Arſace— Ar. Idolo mio. 
Sel. Sei ſalvo? Arf. In mia difeſs | 
[1 popol ſollev aeg 
Minaccia il reg Wo, aan . 
Ma vinto ancor non &— Qu .d 
Sol per ſalvezza tua — el. Pietoſi numi ! 
Che mai ſarà? Arſ. Del ſuo cieco furore 
Ei vittina ti vuole, il tuo periglio 
Gelar mi fa— Sel. Per te mia dolce vita, 
Mi fia grato il morir, nulla pavento. 
Arſ. Ah d'un miglior conſiglio 
I ſenſi aſcolta. Sel, Eppur—Arſ. Fuggi, nio 
bene 
Involati al tiranno; e ſe la forte 
Seconda il mio valore, 
* — 1] noſtro ardore 
Ni piro ſarà— Scl. Stelle ſpietate! 


of 


C37) 
Evan. I'll away, and uſe all my courage in the 


defence of Arſaces. If the fates have decreed 


his death; 1 all fall with him a victim has 
dur Nr | 


DPIl give bim the greateſt KAI of —_— 
vel conſtantly fight together. My ſteel 

| ſhall ſave bim from imminent r, * 
1 | it. 


"os OO , Uh 
Royal Apartments. 


| Selena, then Arſaces. 


Sel. I doubt I feed myſelf with vas laws; far 
haps—Arſaces | Af. My life! 


Sel. Art thou ſafe? Arſ. The 7 oſs in a tu- 


mult took my defence, and threatened the 
tyrant with inſtant death; but he is not yet 
overcome! only returned here to ſee whether 
thou art ſafe. Sel. Ye gods! What will be- 
come of us? Arſ. Medontes would ſacrifice 
thee to his fury; When I reflect on thy dan- 
r, I am ready to expire, 


My deareſt love, I will dauntleſs encounter | 
Farr for thy ſake. 


Arſ. Hear a ſafer advice, Sel. And yet 


Arſ. Fly from the tyrant's wrath ; and, if fate 


- favours my courage, we'll quickly tnjoy our 
| mutual 


— j — Te - = 
—— — 
2 a> 


—_—_— — 
K— 


CH) 
mutual love—Sel. wan gods . Wha 
do 1 hear? 1 could not live an inſtant parte. 
trom my dove. III retice and enpect the 

event, but not far from thee z,I' would expire 
with grief, wert thou to remove far from me. 


N 1 bur; who m Trruft, 
f thou deceiveſs me. F Wend expire in 


7 thee adieu. Such. a load of grief 
Put an end to my exiſtence, ¶ Kxit. 


I'll away and fight to ſecure my Selene's 
life; the ſevereſt decrees of fate ſhall not diſ- 


may my ſoul. LExit. 


1 | Tu 4 "Y "> 
&% - * . # CY 


S CEN K. 


1 and alu, with Jam Guards. 


en! | TY; 


Ab _ l N * abt my i; der 

my wrath ſhall terrify them. 

_Zel.. My, gracious Sovereign, I.bring thee: 4 | party 
ef my loyal. warriors, ho will be able to con- 
quer thy rebellious ſubjects. 


Med. Fair Princeſs, What eder an T 6ffer for 


ſuch.a mark of friendſhip ? | 
Zel. The only return that can be ag 


cable- to 
. is, ta ved me this, day an 14 ace e 
russ. 


By, L cow give thee my heart and hand, and 
ſhall bury my. former love in obliyian, Thou 
art thu: ſdvercign of my life. 


. 4 + bs of o= 
* 
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Numi, che aſcolto mai? Du te dieiſs 
Non potrei reſpirare un fol momento, 
In qualche aſilo aſpetterò le venta ] 
Ma non lungi da te; penſa, mio vn al 
Che ſe tu m'abbandoni, E 
Se lontano da me volgi le plante, 
To morird d'affanno in ger iſtante. 
Bel idol mio, ' 1 
Di chi mi fidero 
Se t ingumi. n 
Di vita" mancheres «+ 
Nel dirti adidio, | | 
Che viver non 
Fra tanti Hain. Parte. 
rf. Perche ſieno ſicuri 
giorni di Selene 
Vado a bagger contento. 
E. furor del deſtin io non pavento. [Partie. 


| S C E N r 
© Medonte, e Zelinga con laue . 
Med. 1 peril ribelli 
d 


M' infidiano la vita, 
Ma di queſt? alma ardita 

Proveranno il futor. Zel. Ecco, mio Be, 4 
De” miei fidi guerieri 
Uno ſl uolo ti guido 

Lie ribellanti ſhiere 


A ſoggiogar baſtanti. Med. Ah, raren. 
A cosi chiazo ſegno 


D' amiſtade qual poſſo 3 

Mai ricompenſa offric ? Zed, Fa cha tua- « pa 

Oogi F piro mi vegga, e grato allora | 

Eſſer mi puei, Med. Ti dono in queſt? iſtante 
| | I 


LY 


4 
| 
| 
2 
| 
f 


(4) 


ce ed in obi 
Pongo il primo deſio. 
L' arbitra del mio regno, 
De? giorni mieĩ ſaravVo. 4 
Zel. Tu prometteſti aſſa. 3 
Paga ſon' jo, vanne, t' affretta, e trones - 
Ogn' inutil dimora. I tuoi nemici-- + 7 
Sorprendere potrai. . Aſed. Vado, gia ſento 
GP impeti del furor, della vendetta 
Parmi l' orride voci * 
Sentir d' intorno, a iner feroci. 
Faro pentirvi, indegni, 
Faro tremar Þ allero, 
Lire d un cer ſcvero 0 


No, non piu frenar non 50. | [Parte; 


r 
Zelinda, indi Arſace, poi Evandro, indi Talete e 'Selne 


Zel. Miei faſtoſi penſieri 
Fecoci omai ſul trono, TS 
Ora felice io ſono, _ [Paris. 
Arſ. Ah ſe trovar io poſſo W 
Il barbaro tiranno bk _ 
Con queſto ferro Evan. Amico * 
Arſ. Perchè meſto cost? Dimmi, che avvenne ? 
Evan, Di Medonte in ſoccorſo 
Ha Zelinda pid ſchiere 
Raccolte — E mille acciari e mille 
Stan pronti a' danni noſtri. 

Arſ. Cid non vi rechi affanno, 
Trucidato il tiranno 
Dal mio braccio cadrà. 

Tal. Siguor, t arreſta. 

Cel. Fermati, Arſace, oh Dio! | 

Vittorioſo & il tiranno. Af. Ancor david : 


Z „ > LTD CL SECS 


e. 


Ie. 


e? 


0 
I 


( 4x ) 


Zel. Enough, my Lord, I am ſatisfied; make 


haſte, and ſurprize thy foes. | 


Med. Il away What rage fires my breaſt ; me- 


thinks I hear the horrid voice of vengeance to 
reſound around. | ot * 


5 Tl make you repent, ye dari ng Wretches— 
and he that provoked my anger ſhall trem- 
ble at my fight. Exit. 


8 E N N TI. 


Zelinda, then Arſaces, and Evander, laſtly Taletes 
and Selene. 


Zel. Now my wiſhes are gratified; I am upon 

the throne. Oh happy me! [Exit. 

Arſ. If I meet the cruel tyrant, this ſteel ſhall— 

£v. My friend. Ar. Tell me, why art thou 
ſo ſad ? What's happen'd ? 

Ev. Zelinda has brought her, troops to the aſſiſt- 
ance of Medontes—And they are all prepared 
for our deſtruction. 

Arſ. Be not diſmay'd; the tyrant ſhall ſoon fall 
by chis arm. 

al. Hold, my Lord. Sel. Stay, Arſaces! 
Our enemy has conquer'd, Arſ. My fate is 
; not 


( 42 ) 


not yet determined. Run, my friends, I will 
lead you to fight [Exeunt Tal. aud Evan. 
Sel. Do not expoſe thyſelf—— 4r/; Fear not, 
my love, the tyrant ſhall ſoon fall a victim to 
my wrath. Sel. Ye cruel gods! When will 
my torments ceaſe ! 
Arſ. Refrain thy grief, m py EI ſhew more 
bravery. in he field of battle—Whatever fate 
1 meet with, if thou art faithful to me, my 


love ſhall eternally laſt— My only hope, I muſt 
away ; fare thee well 


Should I be conquer'd and fall, ſtill remember 
how fondly. I doated pon thee. My love 


ſpall never ceaſe, not &en in the regions 
below. [ Exit. 


S C EN E XII. 


Selene ſola. 


What dreadful omens affail my heart! Why can- 
not I behold the fatal combat? I'll away, and 
{tand by my love, [Exil. 


SCENE 


( 43 ) 
Il mio deſtin non e, correte, Amici» 
Alla pugna io v1 ego. 
[Partono T, al ed Evan, 

Sel. Ah non eſporti—— ' 

Arſ. Non paventar, eſtinto ' 
L. empio cadfa. Sel. Barbare, iighte ſtelle! 
Quando mai ceſſeranno i miei tormentil | 

Arſ. Tergi le luci, o cara 
Frena il dolor, pit: intrepido, e pid forte 
In campo io volerò. qualunque ſorte 
Provar deggia queſt alma, 

Se fedele tu ſei, coſta nte ognora 

Ti ſara I amor mio, 

Fair convien, dolce ſperanza, addio! 
Mio ben, ricordati, 

4 dere audien cl io mora 

4 Quanto queſt anima 

. Fedel t amd, 

E je pur amano 
Le fredde ceneri 
NelP urna ancora 
T adorers. - Parte. 


8 C E N A X11, . | 


Selena ſola, ; | 


Oh Dio! mille funeſti a 
Preſagj ho intorno al cor Perchè non poſſo | 
Della pugna fatale 1 
Eſſere ſpettatrice? Andar vogP io, 

E dal fianco vegliat dell idol mio. [ Parte. 


an- 
and 207-3 
Exit. | 
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S E NA - Ultima. 
* Ov Reggia. | 


Medonte, e Guardie, indi Arſace, e Selene, * 
i Evandro, ' Zelinda, 6 Talete. 


Med. Ho vinto alfine, al mio furore indarno 
Sperano d' involarſi i miei nemici. 
Ola', fidi cuſtodi, 
Impedite ogni paſſo. 
Arſ. O ſorpreſa! 2 periglio! Sel. Io ſon di alto. 
Med Pur vi colſi, o malvagi, ola, coſtui 
Si diſarmi — Appreſſarſi 
Alcuno a me non ofi, o ch io gl immergo 
Queſto acciaro nel ſen. Med. Audace, a forſa 
Gli ſi tolga quel ferro. Sel. Ah cedi, oh Dio! 
(Non irricar l' indegno.) | 
Arſ. (Giacche lo vuoi, fi faccia.) 
Ecco l' illuſtre acciero, io te lo dono 
Prendilo pur, tuo prigionier io ſono. 
Med. In carcere divift 
Sien cuſtoditi entrambi. -- 
Sel. Oh Dio! Che aſcolto! 
E di nuovo ti perdo. ., Arſ.. E ſi dilegua 
Lo ſperato piacere in un momento. Jmento, | 
Sel. Queſto è fiero martir. Ar/. Queſto è tor- 
Med. Tremate, empj, tremate, 
DelP ire mie ſevere, | 
Su quelle fronti altere 
Tl fulmine cadra. 


Arſ. Kiſparmia, oh Dio! - ee ſangue— 


Fi ch' io ſol cada eſangue 
Sfoga lo ſdegno in me. 

Ambi ſoenalt io voglio, 
Vittime al mio furore. 

D' un innocent e erdare 

O barbara merce ! 


( 45.) 
SCENE the laſt, 
The Royal Palace. 


Medontes, with guards, then Arſaces, and Selene: 
Fvander, Zelinda and 7 aletes. 
Med. I have <us ak at laſt; my foes Mall! not 


eſcape my wrath; let my faithful guards ſtop 
every paſlage. 


 Arſ. What a maze is this! . I am thunder 


ſtruck. 

Med. At laſt I have overcome you, wretches.— 
Let him be diſarmed. Ar/. If any one dare 
approach me; I'll plunge this ſtee] into his 
heart. Sel. Oh yield, my love. (Provoke 
not his wrath.) 

Arſ. (I'll comply, ſince thou wilt haye it fo.) 
Here is my famous ſword, I give it thee; I 
ſurrender thy priſoner. 

Med. Let them be put in different priſons. 

Sel. What do J hear! Muſt I loſe the again? 

Arſ. Our hoped-for happineſs / vaniſhes in an 
inſtant. Se}. How tortured is my ſoul ! 

Arſ. * Tis too much to bear, 

Med. Tl make the wretches tremble, I ſhall infli 

the fevereſt puniſhments on them. 

Arſl. Oh Heavens] Spare ber life— 


Sel. Let me be the only viflim— 


A. 2: Vent thy wrath on me alone. 
Med. You'lt both fall a vitim to my fury. 
A. 2. Let theſe abharr'd lovers be convey'd from my 


bt. 
/s Med. 


(46 „ 
Ar, Letmy grief —Sel. May my tears. 
Med. My ſoul.is inflexible. .. 
* Sel. I this the fen band coteh which love bas 
tied us, 
Arſ. 1s this the pleaſing chain which love bas 
promiſed us ? 

Med. Ze oruel Gods! Where is the fidelity which 
| += "ove made me hope I ſhould find in her ? 
A. 3. Inauſpicious ftars! your cruelty is too * 

_ to endure. 


4 e them Zulinds, Bande ee 55 


Zel. Hold, my Lord, forbear that anger.— 

Med. Fair Princeſs, thou ſhalt be my bride, but 
Tul ſeyerely puniſh, theſe wretches. | 

Ze. Attribute it all to an exceſs of love, and for- 

give them. Arſ. Pardon us. — 

$i. Have compaſſion on us, my Lord. 

Arſ. Make us ſhare the happineſs thou, art going 

joy this day. 

Med. 7 Wo my Zelinda wilhex 3 it, it ſhall be ſo 
P11 bury all thoughts of RITA in eternal 
oblivion. 


0 H Gin U S. 


. The ** band is tied; fate and love 


will crown the happy couple £23 ver- 
lafiing bli F. 


\} 


"_ 
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ove. 


(47) 
Tolganſi dagli occhi miei 
Quegli aborriti amanti. 
A queſto affanno — 
Ai pranti— 
Ho di macigno il cor. 
Son queſte, amato bene 
Le amabili catene 
Onde ne avvinſe amor? 
Arſ. Son queſti. idolo mio, 
Due cari lacci, ob Dio! 
Che ci ſerbava amor ? 
Med. E queſta, awverfi Dei, 
Dungque la fe che in lei 
| Facea ſperarmi amor? 
A. 3. Stelle tiranne, omai 
Ho tollerato aſſai 
La voſtra crudeltd. 
Zelinda, Evandro, Talete, e detti. 
2el. Ferma, Signor, ſoſpendi 
Il tuo furor. Med. Mia 
Bella principeſſa, 
Or mia ſpoſa farai, ma queſti rei 
Punir io vo'. Zel. Ah perdonar tu dei 
A un traa porto d' amor. 
Arſ. Signor, perdona— 
Sel. Pieta, Signor. Ar. Sereno 
Riſplenda queſto giorno anche per noi. 
Med. Giacche Zelinda il brama 
Opporre non mi voglio al ſuo deſio, 
E la vendetta mia pongo in obblio. 


. 
Oggi che ſtringe il Fato 
Un nodo d beato, 
Gloria prommette il fato, 
Gioie promette amor. 


11 1M 6 


* 


| © <4 x 
| * 
. ".<. 0 

1 * = 
ba * 5 > % 5 0 0 


5 

72 
Sende 
10 1 9 WA "© a4 

* « 
»* ©, VF * 4d 78 | 
a vaude, N 8 = 
b +> 
„ \ 


wa”, V > Qty ade & By 


ws 4 Hs SW 8 2 


„ 
9 
* . 


. ** v „ „r es : 
Ih Qt TB ; 


» TH 2 * * 
a 9 N. ** 0 * * * 


4 | 

| ö nn 
u ee 
by 1 N N * Ys J 2 * 


— - <2" » «+ \< 7 
Na I @ ** + th * 
N eee 
42 | : — * 
** — ws >* „ weeks 
1 * * 
1 1 Ly 1 
— 
— 2 8 2 4 
a — 
ö 892 
Page, - 
+ 4 . _ 
"— 14 
F - + ——O YT - * - 
. | Nn 
* 
* * 
. - - 
40 P * * F 4 
” 
» | Ws, 
1 , 2 * > . IF | 
Py _- . i 
4 _ . 189 > 1 
Ane 
* iN © a 
N 
= . 
— * . 772 . 
F = =- 
eee 8 
W 
- WIY 3 8 
2 ” * — * 


* 
— 
Mo 

LI 

* 
«# 
» 4 
* 
— 
ol 
* 
* 
4. 4 
4 


—  —_—__— OH 
* 
-' 
% 
w- 
” 
— 


—̃ — —— 
* 
. 
j * 
+4 
* 
— 
6 
. 
- 


= — 
_—_—— 


— wr . cw —ů 


— — 


Aa —Ef¹ ann — — 


— 


Ip if nt ns — 


